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AND HERE IT CONTINUES

8 nothing to do with nerves,” | up?

sald Jarroman, ‘“‘Can't you under-
ghand yet, Theed? For'twenty years I've

- $ad that man's face before me day and | T

Waking and sleeping, I have
thought of nothing else, Thréo times—
three times only, Theed—during that

, have I let my emotions stam-
me. Three times, during an im-

| ‘prisonment I could have broken at the| g,

price of letting my enemy alip beyond
power, my batred got the better of
I tried to escape from prison.
I'u;'f.eh of these attempta I had soli-
g hr, eonﬂnemog:! and e:ttl:l hu;lauhlp.
fare cameo before ma then and gave
H" gth, The vision of him, the
* promise of ultimate revenge, came daily
" with me te the stone quarries.''
His voice rose to what was almost
. a chant of triumph.
“"There wap one brute of a warden
who used to try to make me lose my
r and commit a breach of dis-
ne. John Camden gave me strength
5 control m'vult, and the warden never
succeeded, Hin taunts and Insults
gimply passed me by. I was insensitive
every emotion save the hatred of
rolll Camden, That dominated my mind,
my lm.l.{lnl'l.lon. my ¥ even, That
ve me life. And you tell me he is dead.
n'll that I never concelved such a
Mﬁlr—l thought that the fates
would preserve him for me. Well''—he
.In{nd his shoulders—''It matters lit-
tle. 1 have already taken up much of
your time, It -was foolish of me,'’ he
lﬁa.ﬁ.i balf to himself, *‘not to remem-
"Tll. words had but one meaning for
Theed, and that meaniog thrilled him
with genuine horror.

. friend, I cannot let you go un-| ]

9 you have satisfied me on one point,

o nmlndedgourlelt that Camden had

o daughter. Bhe was & child of the

@ame age a8 your own when it hap-

:'uod: i.:ja is as il'lllocel‘bt as your child
an ury to yourself,''

"lrknowl.?' urd Jarroman, And it
was a8 If he bad added: "It will make
no difference.’’

ced, who would have shrunk but
little from some understandahle object,
feit, if for the first time In his life, a
genuine moral Indignation.

. “Burely, Jarroman, even your suffer-
fags cannot have debased you to the
yzl'zt that you would strike an innocent
woman for her father's sin. It im un-
thinkable, man. It goes beyond all vil-

or crookedness,'’

T know it. It is her tragedy that her
father in dead—and mine. For now my
soul will have the stain of cruelty and
Ipjustice.""

. *“In that case—why—-""

2 “1 have told you that for twent
| mu I have been sustained, dominated,
B ven by—something stronger than
1 myself,'' answered Jarroman. '‘Some-

thing stronger than myself!'’ he re.

peated.

“Well 2
N “l meant it,"’ sald Jarroman, and
. strode from the solicitor's office,

Strenack Avows His Love

Late afternoon! In a room in a
wing of Doucester house, one of the

Regent’'s Park, Nadia Quest was

riting with a speed and diligence

uklud made her an expert at her
wor,

The room had been converted into
Luﬂce by Lord Doucester in order
nack

his son, the Hon. Wilfred Btra-
, wWho was l&lndln! as parliamen-
Wry candidate for an adjacent borough,

dutieg that overflowed from his
committes room, It seemed sometimes
to Nadia that the overflow would stand
& greater chance of diminisbing if the
ttes room were to sce a little

girl's slender white fingers flew
owr the machine. They were not a
's fingers in the least, and yet ever
Nadia bad earned her own living
bed typed for many hours a day.
would go on t{plnf for years yet,
supposed ; at least it was better
,:: hﬁumrk. But one day she
old.
Her mouth drooped at the ides and
her do? eyes clouded. Iler hands
m:d rom the keys and locked them-
on her lap,
1
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Bhe looked suddenly
| and fragile and exquisitely ap-

ug.

Her mind flew back to life with Aunt
Hannah 7 h, how dull it had
bsen! Her earliest memories wera of
Aunt Hannah's dim old drewing room

t was so wearisome to dust. She
bad grown up at the beck and call of
that ‘stern, white-hutred old lady who

® 80 seldom of the mother and
father Nadia had never known.

Aunt Hanoah was father's cldent ¥ls-
tor, Nudla had guthered, and at father's
#ath—but ono never spoke of father
In that quiet house. Nor of mother.
Nor of uus‘lhlng eave dusting and duty,
Bometimes Nudin  had  thought that

et wane pot Aunt Hunnnh's real
bame, nor hers. But Mr. Theed, the
lawyer who camn to sce them oceasion-

» Would give her nothing to go upon.

smooth, unctuous man, Nadia hud
always disliked him,

be weolded herself for her disiike.

t Aunt Hannah's death he had had
o taught typewrlting and found her
bak' Indireetly, it was owing to him
that sho wak lLere now in this beauti-

., Stately old room, |
hl’tl'“n rose and moved townrd the

=4

]
|

¥ Window, Outside people were mo-
oring or wulking with thelr dogs;
Funate, wenlthy people who nevd not
York for bread and butter. Women

I gosaumoer frocks, perfectly groomed,
Inzuriusly  fdle, \'-uuuzrlr l\‘vhn, no
wi bt, Would laugh aud chat lightly
: th Wilfred Stranuck, his equals In
¢ World whoere typists could not pene-
ML, Women from whowm one doy he
‘Dl!ld l‘!luln.l-—.hig wife.

"Mlllu'a flowerlike fure war zrave.
¢ long, curling lushes had futtored
e to hide that sudden silly mistiness |

2 “_’:mf;j\"’s thut mude It seem as If |
h“‘".“ were violet eyes, wide st Hlu'||

strous, shining llke stars in the |
¥ oval of her fuce. Her halr was
Y 48 a summer's night and her

Was ke n summer's day, Nadin,
her mirror for what she called
veness," had, in some quaint,
||1 ¢ fashlon, missed the foct that
Wi radlantly, delicately lovely,
.ah.'f I come n%"

8 Wheeled townrds the door,  Als
8 sho llu:l told  herself that e
0Ce of Wilfred Stranwek disturbed
%t at all, und slways, as How, At

en gaze, firm lips, and
color to

-
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stateliest of the many fine bouses that|d

t conveniently deal with the cleri- | til

of the Hon. Wilfred and she ber- | bu
% littls less.
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Ltﬂlﬂ"dmﬂﬁ and would not easily be
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a H'rl . :
1 """ sh
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vislea a
ployer.
w:rm
were'at a meeting,’’

“It was a_washout, T am thank-
ful to say. Just think of it: I have
nearly two hours for myself beforo 1
recelve a deputation of something or
otl;ei. Two-w{mlatzog:i l.lat ;

‘Are you n ctate spme let-
tern?'' anked .ﬁ‘urll demusely.

“‘No, I'm jiggered if 1 am. 1've come
fo; A smoke and a chat. May I light

‘'Of course,’’ she answered. He was
treating her with oo much diffidence,
she realized with a little bitter. sigh.

hey were for the gossamer women,
these pleasant nothings, and sheuld be
ll:;m‘ttor them j not squandered on—a

plst.

Absorbed in Her Secret
lightly of

He rambled on, chattl
the tasks and social ‘I:lr.!tl 8 that cone

nted “m young candidate for parlia-
mmur{ honors. Nadia scarcely heeded
him. Her thoughts were busy with her
own secret problem. DPresently she
;'aulht the gist of what he wns say-
D

K.
*‘Well, at any rate, there are on]
ten days more of it, thank ‘oodneu%
Marples, m{ agent, says I'm certain
to bs in. Then I shall be a member.
There's a lov of rot round it, but I
sulapm one will have the chance of
dolug a man's work, T mhall wind up
here and have a room in St. Htephen's,
and then—you'll Ko on belng my secre-
tary, won't you?'

‘*No,"” It sounded more abrupt and
more uncompromising than she had in-
tended.

““You won't!'"" he exclnimed, taken
utterly aback. “Why not? 1 say,
I'm sorry. Of course, I've no right
to ask, but—somehow I had—had
f:ug}ed on your going on working for

e

“I am mr'p." Nadia maid very low,
“but I ean't.””

There was a little silence. Nadia's
eyes wore on the shining keys of her
machine. Htranack's were on the fairy
shadows thrown by the tendrils of her
halr on to the enchanting curve of her

averted face.

*Have they been so beastly these last
two weeks?'' he asked gently, *“‘Have

made you hate me?"’

Nadla drew an unsteady breath. He
mustn't speak to her like that or that
strange pomething, waking and whis-
porltn' in ber might not be stilled
again.

**I think you want a more experi-
enced secretary,'’ sho answered with
an_ attempt at matter-of-factness, I
—I .hnven't been working long, you
ree.’
“"You shouldn’t be working at all,”
Stranack returned abruptly. *'‘You in
a typist's ageney! It's ridiculous. It's
lke keepln{ a hothouse flower In a
plece of sacking.'" '

Nadia beld up a protesting hand.

*‘Please—oh, please,’’ she stammered.
She mustn't let him talk like this!

Stranack eaught the hand and pressed
its palm agninst his cout, covering it
closely with his own.

*1'ca been every kind of a fool,"
he snid breathlessly. *'Pretending to
myself that a carecer means such a lot—
when it isn't worth a thought if you
aren't going to be there all the time to
tell me how splendidly I'm doing and
how proud you are of me—pretending
I wanted ‘you to work for me, when
it's I who am golng to work all my
lite for you——-'

““Mr., Stranack
let me go, do let me fo

**Never, Never really, though per-
haps presently you wshall have your
band back just for a moment to Fln
up that adorable curl that's slipping
own against your neck.''

In a truly feminine panic Nadia tore
Ler Land awdy and ttled with the
refractory tress, The next {nstant
Stranack’s arms were round her, hold-
ing her flercely against his heart,

**You can't get away,"’ he was tell.
ix her, his lips against her hair. “You
shan't move an Inch til] you've sald you
love me, and then you shan’t go either

I
*No—Wilfred, no——"'
“Till T've kissed you, Nadia.'* The
laughter had gone from his voice; she
could feel bim teembling. *'Nadia, I
can’'t put it Into words—all I feel—
t you must know—you must guess.’
“‘Please, huah, I mustn't listen——''
Bhe freed g hand and lald it agalnst
his mouth., He kissed it passionately.
“Do ?ynu think that'll stop me, you
darlin Look at me and say you love
me, ust look at me then''—as she
shook her head—''and I ahall know It
without words. Shan't I see it in Your
@yes, my sweet? Shan't 17"

Lord Doucester Intrudes

In the dream she lifted her eyes to
her lover's and then, Lls lips on hers,
#he knew a dream ecstasy that freed the
hidden self in bor that had been alone
80 Jong.

There wus u sound at the door that
drove them spart Iin a flash, Nadia
fuced Lord Doucester., Even in that
moment of confusion, she noticed hiy
pose of palned astonishment,
M‘I‘Fnher.” eald Stranack, reproach-

Y.

Lord Doucester closed the door be-
hind him. He advaoced Into the room,
unflurried, dignified, Ile turned from
liis son to Nadla,

**1 beg your pardon, Mlss Quest,’' he
snid gruvely., “Wilfred, 1 ask you to|
accept my upology."'

Wilfred Stranack bowed. Ile would
bave given anything to relieve Nadla of
the embarrasement he knew she juust
feel in o far greater degree than him-
nelf ; but until he knew what attirude
bis futher was nbout to tuke lLe was
at a disadvantage.

Lord Doucester stood for a moment
them impatiently.

. you dlqn't realize—

or two regurdin
Nadin wuas struck afresh by the finely
cliseled features, the inscrutable gaze,
the perfect poise of this old arlstocrat,
whom half u continent applauded for|
his suprome skill in matters of dlnlo-|
wmuey, A keener observer might have
notlowd 0 weakness round the mouth, a
bint of {ndeclsion In the chin, Nadia
saw only the courteous gesture thut ln-
vited her to be scuted, 8he felt utterly
wretched, .

“Let's face this position frankly,"
Lord Doucester began, with a kindli-
ness in his voice thut went fur to soothe
his son, *‘At the present moment ench |
of the three of us is feellng horribly
emburrassed, when there is no earthly |
need that we should do so. By the
meeest mecident I have witnessed one
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of the commoenest things in the world,
and one of the soundest—if the clreom- |
stances are satisfactory.'’

Wilfred snatched nt the last plrase,
He knew well the thought behind those
words, uand the sooncr he faced it
syunrely the better.

Phe clrenmstances aro wholly satis.
factory, father,"' he cut Iln. *'T bhave
usked Miss Quest to marry me, and she
Lug in effect consented,”’ |

SThat s not guite securste, Lord
Doucester,'’ sald Nadia,
*‘Dear, 1 saild In eoffect."’
MONDAY
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